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_,"nn?rt talk about him; I don't want
to talk about him." '

But CGladys persisted.

“It lsn't too Ilmte; you can have the
fime all over ngain by starting l.fre_ah
g and trying to wipe out the past. Youro_

#0 young.  Why, Jimmy Is only a hov“
u'ye gut all your livea before you.
e got up and w arpund to whgre
Christine was sittin, She put an arm
wbout her shoulders. "Why won't you
forglve him und start agatn? Gilve him
snother chance, dear, and have a second
honeymoon,”

Chrirtine pushed her away; she start-
ed up with burning cheeks.

"You don't know what you're talking
mbout,  Leave me alone—oh, do leave
Me alone”” Bhe ran from the room,

8he lay awake half the night thinking
of whut Gladys had sald. ?hn tried to
harden her heart agninst Jimmy. Bhe
tried to remember only that he had mar-
rled her out of pique; that he cared
nothing for her—that he did not really
want fier, As w sort of deasperate de-
fenso she dellberately thought of Ket-
tering ; he 1'ked her, she knew, Sha was
not 1o much of a child to understand
what that look fn his eyes had meant;
that nudilen pressure of his hand on hers,
And sho lfked him, too, She told her-
tell defiantly that she llked him very
much; that she would rather have been
With him over at Heston that afternoon
than up In town with Jlmmz, Kettering
At least sought and enjoyed her soclety,
but Jimmy—

She clenched her hands to keep back
the bilnling tears that crowded to her
een. What was she crying for? There
wan nothing to cry for; she was happy—
happy ; she was away from Jimmy
1y from the man whose presence
Ny tortured her during those last
Y. whe was home—at LUpton

md Kettering was there when-
*ver she wanted him,  She hoped he
Youlil come In the morning aguin ; that
e would coma quite early, After break-
fast, st w andered about the house rest-
femly, Jistening for the wound of his car
In the drive outalde ; but the morning
drngred nway and he did not come.

Christing Wwte no lunch; her head
Rohed, whe mald pettishly when Gladys
Uusstloned her. No, sha did not want
10 o out there was nowhere to lru.

Gladys did not know what to do; she
san hoplng mnd praying in her heart
that Kettering would do as she had
Mbked him and Btay awny. What was
the good of nis coming again? What

M the good of hig making himself
Mdlsponanble to Christine?

The day passed  wretchedly, Once
Mo found Christine huddled up en the

Nk erylng; she was so misorable, she
ey nobody cared for her; she was
anely, and she wanted her mother,

Gladys dfd all ghe could to comfort
her, but all the time she was painfully
fonscioun of the fact that had Kettering
Walked into the room iuu then there
Would have been no more tears
Hometimes she thought It only
fved Jimmy Challoner right; some-
Imes whe told herself that this was hie
Punlshment—that Fate was fighting him
With hiy own weaponse, paying him baok
U his own colni but she knew such
Woughts were mere fool'shness
He und Christine were married, no
natter how strongly they might resent
L. The only thing left to them was to
make the bent they could of life,

She sut with Christine that night till
® girl was asleep, She was not very
Much Christine's senlopr In vears, but she
it somehow old and careworn sho
At there In the sllent room and lstened
4 the girl's soft breathing.
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Gladys n:rlld. too, Involuntarily. She
was happy In her dreams, At any rate,
whe t with a sense of rellef.
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with a start. She sat up In throw-
mqﬁ;l. o 1‘"“8.' t it was a cry of tar

i) m L] u -
ror, not g?}or. “Jimm Immy--don‘t
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“It's all right, d.ﬁi I'm hare—nobod
ahall hun‘znu." e stro har halr
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her fast till the sobbing ceasad an:

“I've been dreaming” mald Christine
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Christine did not answer. She had
never told Gladys of that one moment
when Jimmy had tried to,strike her—
when baside himself with dpndonlh
rage and misery he had 1ifted hin hand
e ot a1 in, holding h
. anleep again, holding her

friend's hand. 4
Two days uneventfully away,
but Kettering did not come to Upton
House. Christine’s first faint resentmenc
and amazement had turned to anger—
an anger which she kept hidqm. or #o
she fondly belleved, 4
8he hardly went out. She »
curled up on the big sofa
reading, or pretending to read. Gladys
wondered how much she really read of
the books which she took one by one
from the crowded llbrary,
The third morning Christine answersd
Bangster's letter. wrots very mtilt-
6dly ; sho sald she was sorry to hear
that Jimmy was not well, but no doubt
hoe was all right ngain by this time, Bhe
sald she was enjoying herself In a qulet
wny, and very much preferred the coun-
try to London.
“1 have so many friends here, you
#ee.” she added, with a faint hope that
t)lﬂ‘llnl Bangster would show the letter
0 Jimmy, and tha&t he would gather
from it that she did not miss him In the
very least.
And Bangster did show It to Jimmy;
to & rather weak-looking Jimmy, prop-

up in an armechalr, slowly recovering
om the eevere chill which had made
him quita Il for the time heing.

A Jimmy who spoke very little and
asked no questions at all, and who took
the letter apathetically enough, and lald
't b'_; as soon as he hnd read It

“You wrote to her, then,” he sald In-
mrr%’rnntly. :

Yes "

nt hours
by the window

“You might have saved yourself the
trouble; I knew ahe would not caome. If
you had asked me I could have told you,
Of course you suggested that she should
come."

“Yes"

Jimmy's eyes smiled faintly.
“Interfering old ass, he sald affec-
tlonately.

Bangster colored. He was wr{ un-
happy about Jimmy; he\had always
known that he was not fcularly
strong, and, ns a matter of fact, during
the past few days Jimmy had wn
most surprisingly th'n and weak, though
he still inslsted that there was nothing
the matter with him—nothing at all,
There was o little sllence.

“1 suppose that's meant for a dig at

me,"” sald Jimmy presently. “That bit
about having so many friends, *= * *®
She means ttering, I su .

se.

“1 don't see why she should,” sald
Sangster awkwardly,
Jimmy laughed rather grimly.
“Well, it's only tit for tat If she does,"
he said. “But I thought—" Ha did not
finlph ; did not say that he had thought
Christine cared too much for him ever
to glve a thought to another fellow., He
turned h's head agalnst the cushions
and pretended to Wleep, and presently
Sangster went quietly away,

He thought that Christine had—well,
not behaved badly. How could any one
blama her for anything she chose to do
or not to do, after what had occurred?
But still he was vaguely disappointed In
her: he thought she ought to have come
—Just to ses how Jimmy really was.

ut Christine waa not thinking very
much about Jimmy In those dayas at all,
Somehow the foreground of her life
seemed to have got filled up with the
figure of another man; u man whom
she had never once seen since that drive
aver to Heston,
Sometimes she thought she would
write a little note and ask him to come
to tea; sometimes she thought she would
walkk the way In which she knew she
cogtld miwaye meet him, but something
reatrnined her,

And then one afternoon, qulte unex-
pectedly, she ran into him in the villuge,

He was coming out of the little post-
office us she waus going in, and he gullul
up short with a muttered apology before
hie recognized her; then—well, then they
both got red and a Uttle flame crept
Into K. ttering’s eyes.

"I thought I wrs never goln
you any more,” Christine sald rather
nervously. *“Are you angry with me?”

'Angryl" He laughed a little, “Why
ever should I be angry with yout » = »
I—the fact Is, I've been in London on
business," )

“Oh!" Bhe looked rather Alkeptical ;
she ralsed her chin a dignifed inch.
"You ought to have told me,” she sula,
unthinkingly,

H‘a looked at her quickly and AWaYy
agnin,

“I missed you," sald Christine nalvely,

“That is very Kind of youw" There
was a little sllence. “May I—may T walk
4 little way with you?” he asked diffi-
dently, .

“If you care to."

He checked a smile. “I shall by ae
lightcd,” he sald gravely,

Tln-[v set out together, [

Christine felt wanderfully light-heart-
ed alk at once; her eyes sparkled, her
checks were flushed. Kettering hardly
looked at her at all. It made him afraiu,
because he was 8¢ gind (0 be with her
oncevmore; he Knew now how right
Glndys hud been when she asked nun
not to come to Upton House again, He
rushed Into conversation; he told mer
that the weather had been awful in Lon-
doh, and that he had been hopclossly
bored, “I know o few people there,” he
sald. “"And T kept wondering what you
were—" 1o broke off, biting his 11p.

“Whit 1 was dolng?' Christine fin-
lshed It for him quickly. “Wcll, I was
sitting at the window most o’ the timge,
wondering why you dldn't come and m
me." she sald with & laugh, *

“Wore you il

She frowned a little; she looked up
at him with Impatient ¢yos,

“"What I8 the matter?” I know somes
thing s the matter; I can fgel that there
In ‘ot are angry with me: you .

"My dear chlld, I assure you 1 am not,
There In lwlhlnf the matter except, per-
huﬂu. 1 am a lttle—worried and—and
un npry,"

He Inughed to cover his sudden grav-
Ity. "Tell me about yourself and—and
Jimmy. How s Challoner?

Heo had never spoken to her of Jimmy
before; hls name had been tmoitly un-
mentioned between them,

Christine flushed ; she shrugged her
shoulders. “I don't know; he wasn't
vory well last week, but I dare eny he
Is all right now." Her volce was very
flippant. In spite of himself Kettoring
wid shooked ; he hited to hear her spealk
like that; he had always thought her
#0 eweet and unaffected,

"“He ought to come down here for u
change,"” he sald In his most matter-of-
fact tones, “"Why don't you insist that
he come down hero for m change?
Country alr Is a fine dootor; he would
enjoy IL"

“I don't think he would; he hates the
country.” Bhe spoke without looking
at him., T am sure that he s having a
much better time in Tondon than he
would have here—'" Bhe broke off. "My,
Kettering, will you come back and have
tea with me?"

Kottering colored ; he tried to refuse;
he wanted to refuse; but somehow her
brown eyes would not let him; some-

W
u"l sghall be delighted,” he heard him-
[T ny.

’lr!auh':d not meant to say it; he would

have given o mnﬁ.’de:& :o 1 .

imly.

to see

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Quite Right! Quite Right! : : _ : $

Copyright, 1020, by Publle Tedzer Co,

MiSS OFLAGE, ITS

T AM WORKIAG FOR

F-MD T SAID,‘YYou

DoONT EXPECT ME To
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girls or not,
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PETEY—What’'s the Answer?

By C. A. Voight
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